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Beauty in Imperfection + Newness in the Comfortable 


Author's Notes: 
A little story about longtime love, passion, aging, and a little bit of psychology. 


My brain and | have this game we like to play. | sit and conspire with it to trick myself and then we drag my 


heart and hormones along as well. 
Its a game that can be played anywhere. 


Sometimes we play it in a restaurant while we wait at the bar for a table. Though because of who he is he 


and | hardly ever wait for anything, but still.. 
My favorite time to play is when we're flying commercial together and l'm assigned the seat across the aisle. 
Once we take off he usually sticks his nose in a book and these days his peripheral vision is getting bad so he 


doesn't notice me staring at him from across the aisle; my treasured new discovery. 


Sometimes we go to Summerhill for groceries and it's when | turn the corner and start heading down his aisle 


and | catch a glimpse of him and start admiring his distinctive profile and the curls of his hair as he gazes at 
the nutritional information on a box of cereal. At his age he's probably checking for the fibre content, | try 
not to think about it. 


My brain, it instantly knows when it's time to play the game in these situations, so | send it the signal and it 


graciously complies. 
| close my eyes and for a moment all of my years spent with him go black 
And when | open my eyes again it doesn't take long. 


The butterflies of youth well up in my belly and start fluttering through the corridors of my insides: my 


heart, my lungs, my stomach. 

And | gasp. 

My brain whispers to me. 

"There he is." 

"Yes" | say back. 

"You've waited a long time for him." 

"| have." 

And | know him. My mind knows him, my heart knows him, my body knows him but then cries out to really 
know him. To feel the gasping breaths and strangled cries, the low guttural growl that emits from his throat, 


to discover new things and remember what sometimes is forgotten. 


I'll notice things I've known forever but taken for granted, like the ring of caramel-coloured brown that 


surrounds his pupil, or the porcelain white of his skin. 


Or I'll see new things; like how grey his hair has actually become when his roots grow out a bit, or I'll notice 
how deep the crinkles around his eyes have become when he begins to laugh, and how his lips have become 


much thinner in these later years but behind his perfect cosmetically enhanced top teeth and natural bottom 


teeth hides a soft bubblegum-pink tongue that often tastes of coffee or Burgundy. 
Somehow he is still always new. 


It will be a quiet takeover, after | stare at him as if I've never seen him before but feel as if the other half 


of my soul has been placed directly in front of me. 


I'll put the groceries in the refrigerator that must be kept cold; leaving his high-fibre cereal out on the 
counter to be put away later. 


When | am done in the kitchen | usually find him in his office, checking messages, scores, or just simply petting 
one of the dogs on his lap, letting his body settle in. 


He says his back aches a bit more these days. 


Ill walk up behind the man my brain is telling me I've barely just met, and feels so new, yet I've known all 
along, and put my arms around him before | stuff the tip of my nose into the abundance of strands on his 
scalp, taking note of the tiny flakes of dandruff that always grace his scalp. 


Without saying anything he'll slowly stand up and take my hand. We no longer run up the stairs; we still could 
if we wanted to, it's just that, his doctor has told him to keep it light on his knee these days, to take it a bit 
easier. But sometimes when | follow him up the stairs | still see phantom images of the gorgeous long hair 
that used to hang nearly all the way down to a bony ass connected to two of the longest and leanest thighs 
I've ever seen. And when he turns around to smile at me he's a skinny boy with a face thats all nose with 


bright eyes and a gap between his front teeth. 


Ill undress him slowly, not only because it takes longer for our bodies to respond these days, but now | have 
the restraint to slowly unwrap him like a long awaited gift. More things I've forgotten for awhile or haven't 
noticed become apparent, the cool skin of his freckled and sun-spotted shoulder under my lips, the flex of his 
bicep as his arm wraps around my side, the ridiculous way he looks standing completely naked in front of me 
except for his socks, and the few grey hairs | see sprouting out of a very sensitive area. | try not to think 


about it. 

My brain sends a shiver down my spinal column when my cheek scrapes against the stubble on his chin, it 
spreads out throughout my flesh; familiar movements don't have the same effect and so my brain and | look 
for new things together. 


Except for when I'm under him and he enters me. 


That is always new. 


